BARBARIAN STORIES

was now, all hung with green garlands, and the great
striped awning shading it! We hadn't been there ten
minutes before we thought it was quite full, but more
and more came in, till you couldn't see the stone for
the crowd. It was half an hour before anything hap-
pened, but we were right in the middle of the best
seats, where we could see everyone's dresses and guess
if their pearls were real. Such lovely scents all the
ladies had, too. Of course you can't compare it with
Rome, but still we had some very good society at
Colonia Julia.

The games were very fine, particularly the wild
beasts. I was really quite frightened. But my young
ladies liked the chariot-racing best; you see that young
officer came round to our seats just before and told
them all about it. But really I was waiting for the
procession at the end. Well, at last it came, we heard
the music; and then they started, marching from the
far end. I was all of a tremble and I felt the stalks of
my roses running into my hand. Honoria whispered,
* Which is he?7 as they began going past, and I was just
waiting to say, 'There!' and throw my roses. I knew
a lot of them, his friends, but I wasn't taking any
interest in them. I looked and looked, and they
went on, all of them, down to the last little prentice
boy, and they formed up and I could see them all.
But he wasn't there. I think I was crying then,
because I remember my mistress taking my hand
and stroking it and saying it couldn't be anything
serious. And then there were the tablets thrown: I
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